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When the Morgan steamship trust
was formed, it was expected that the
great railroad companies carrying
freights to and from the Atlantic sea-
board were behind the arrangement.
It is this colossal combination of rail-
road and steamship lines that will dic-
tate rates of freight not merely from
the seaboard, but from the wheat and
corn fields of the far west. It was
the fear that they would be cut out of
their share of ocean carriage or
driven to a disastrous warfare of com-
petition that compelled the Hamburg-America- n

and Bremen steamship com-
panies to sacrifice their independence
and enter the combination. It is now
announced from London that the rail-
road and steamship alliance is ap-
proaching consummation.

Yet in the midst of these arrange-
ments, says the Philadelphia Record,
the advocates of steamship subsidy
are stil insisting on the passage of
the Hanna-Fry- e bill, and the house
committee on merchant marine is
holding daily sessions to consider the
propriety of favorably reporting the
bill. The incredulous farmers of the
west are still told that subsidy is nec-
essary in order to enable American
shipowners to compete with Euro-
peans, and thus lessen the cost of
freights for American exports. This
is said while American ship companies
have entered into an alliance w ith the
same Europeans, under the leadership
of an American financier, to prevent

holes. The major had evidently taken
the law into his own hands and was go-
ing to make sure of the nine points of
possession.

"Does my father know you are
here?" she asked.

"No'm, I s'pect he don't. But I
reckon he gwine find out 'fore long. I
des been watchin for him ter come
t'arin' out dishyer way wid his gun
eve'y minute."

"You needn't be afraid. My father
doesn't settle his difficulties with a
gun. And, anyway, he wouldn't say
anything to you."

The old negro leaned on his spade
and glanced timorously over one shoul-
der toward the distant farmhouse, and
over the other at the great house on
the knoll.

"I's gwine tell you somepin, Miss
Dor'thy, but you mus'n't never let on
dat I tol' hit. 01 Marse Loudon he been
hearin dat your pa gwine do dis nn dat
an' t'other, an' he getpow'ful troubled
in his min. He done let on to young
Marse Percy like he gwine to run your
pa cl'ar off'm dishyer place 'fore he
get t'rough wid him."

"Why, uncle; how could he do that?"
"Deed, I don' know dat, Miss Dor'thy.

'Pears like de white folks kin do mos
anything dey wants ter. He say some-pi-n

'about some ol' deed dat ain't been
s'rend'ed yit; an' when he 'low dat,
young Marse Percy he des up an' r'ar
back an' Missy Kate she let on like she
gwine ter cry. Den ol' Marse Robbut
look like he gwine to brek somepin, an'
holler at me ter tek de spade an' go dig
dem postes-holes.- "

Dorothy turned away sick at heart.
She remembered something about a
flaw in the title; that there was an
unrecorded gap in the transfers of the
farm dating back to its purchase by
some former owner many years before.
It had been represented that the deed
had been lost in the registrar's office,
and her father had so far departed
from his cautions custom as to accept
the faulty title.

And now, out of this trivial conten-
tion over a bit of land barely wide
enough to carry the boundary fence,
was to grow a monstrous injustice

she tiad stumbled upon a dell thickly
starred with sweet-ts- i rnted white
azaleas; and remembering in the
midst of her troubled musings her
mother's fondness for this particular
wild flower, she had filled her arms
with the fragrant blooms.

She came out of the forest at the
foot of the mountain into an open
space which appeared to be an old field
long uncultivated. It was in the little
depression between the knoll and the
mountain, and the Loudon orchard ran
down to its farther edge. She could see
the roof of the great house above the
trees in the orchard, and thinking to
save time she cut across the old field
toward the road.

In mid-passa- she came upon a low,
curving mound, grass-grow- n and half
hidden in a thicket of old-fiel- d pines.
It was the remains of an old breast-
work, and between the horns of the
curve were seven graves. Only one of
them was marked, and she knelt to
read the inscription on the plain white
headstone:

Sacred to the memory of
CAPTAIN ROBERT PERCY GORDON,

who, with eiix members of
his command, gave up his

life on this spot,
September 6, 1863,

while resisting the
advance of the Federal

Army of Invasion.
Dorothy's eyes were swimming when

she finished. She was altogether of
the other side; two uncles and her
grandfather were of this same' "Fed-
eral Army of Invasion," and these three
slept among the heroes in the national
cemetery at Chattanooga; but true
heroism knows no political creed, and
the tears came quickly when she pic-

tured this little band of seven men ly-

ing behind the rude breastwork and
yielding up their lives freely in the
cause which they believed to be right.

"Poor fellows," she said, softly. "All
these years you've been lying here for-
gotten in this lonely spot, and it is
left for the daughter of those who
fought against you to do you honor! "

Swiftly and with deft fingers she
twined the starry azaleas into seven
wreaths and laid them reverently upon
the sunken mounds, leaving the

AN IMMOVABLE OBSTACLE IN THE WAY.
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a moment afterward he was buttoninj
his coat.

Fire minutes later they were cuss
ing the road in front of the farmhouse,
and the major's hand was on the gat
latch when Dorothy's father drove up
in the sulky. Notwithstanding all
that had befallen she expected an out-
burst of bitter words on one side or
both, and caught her breath nervously.
But there was no need.

"Good evening, Neighbor Hart-wood- ,"

said the major, genially. "I
just found your little gyerl here, pro-
jecting around in my old field, and I
took the liberty, sah, of seeinghersafe
at home."

John nartwood was a man of few
words, but he climbed down from the
sulky and made the proper acknowl-
edgment of thanks.

"And while I'm here," the major
went on, "there's a little matter of
justice that I'd like to set right. A
good many years ago, when I sold off
this place to old Jeff Anderson, there
was a deferred payment which was
never made. Instead of taking a mort-
gage I merely withheld the deed; and
when old Jeff died the matter was lost
sight of lost sight of completely, sah,
till the other day when I happened to
run across the deed among some old
papers. It has just occurred to me,
sah, that you need this deed to make
your title good, and here it is."

John Hartwood took the deed, and
while he was trying to find words in
which to clothe a tumult of

thoughts the major began
again, v- -

"And about that contemptible little
boundary matter, two or three feet,
more or less, shouldn't be allowed to
come betwixt good neighbors. Let
your fence stand right where it is
sah."

Whereat John Hartwood found
speech at last. "Xo," he said, firmly.
"I was all wrong in that, major all
wrong from the beginning, nnd I hope
you will find it in your heart to forgive
me. I examined the survey again to-

day, and it's just the other, way
around; I'm on your land a foot and

.eight inches and "
The interruption was the upcoming

of old Uncle Peter, spade on shoulder.
"Evenin', Miss Dor'thy; evenin',

Marse ITa'twood; evenin', Marse Rob-bu- t.

I done dig all dem postes-holes- "

The major broke in with an explo-
sion:

"Why, you white-heade- d old scoun-
drel! go back thah and fill up those
holes before I skin you alive, sah!
Appears to me you're getting mighty
childish in your old age it does, for a
fact!"

Dorothy slipped away in the midst
of the explosion, and a few minutes
later she hail stripped her cherished
"La Xeige" of its wealth of snow-whit- e

blooms, and was flitting through the
old orchard with her arms laden with
the fragrant burden. The twilight was
mellowing into night when she reached
the graves in the old rifle pit, but there
was light enough to serve her purpose.
When she had added her thank-offerin- g

of roses to the wreathes of azafens
she had put there before, she stood be-

side the grave of the young captain.
"Good-night,- " she said, softly. "On

that awful September morning long
ago you fought against us. But y

you've fought for lis. Good-nigh- t,

brave soldiers!" Ladies' Home Jour-
nal.

Am Important
It will not be many years before the

last of the veterans of the sixties has
joined the ranks of those thus honored
on this annual occasion. But it is in-

conceivable that Memorial day will
cease for t'.iat reason. Rather will it
continue in even more potent signifi-

cance, a day of memories in truth, all
personal participation past, only the
gratitude of a preserved country re-

maining. Thus a national institution
hasi developed, founded upon a last-
ing basis. Other wars will come, per-

haps, as one other has already been
fought, to add to the reasons for the
custom. Deeds of valor and sacrifice
will be performed to make history to
inspire followers of younger genera-
tions. Memorial day has already a
broader significance because of the oc-

currence of the war with Spain. Now
there is a common meeting ground for
the sections riven by the strife which
gave birth to the original ceremonial.
As this gap is closed by common ex-

periences and griefs and by broader
conceptions of national unity, Memo-

rial day will grow in importance as
one of the republic's fundamentals.
Born of a desire to perpetuate the serv-
ices of men who fought against their
own countrymen, it is becoming a
means to prevent forever sectional
misunderstanding and strife. Wash-

ington Star.

Eqnal Honors to All..

The sacred cause of the union will
lose nothing in the love and the hopes
of the people when the entire popula-
tion shall join in floral ceremonies by
which the memories of the dead on
both sides of the great civil war shall
be honored. We are now one people.
We can afford to bestow equal honors
on all our heroes. As long as Dec-
oration day and Independence day shall
be commemorated with unusual ob-
servances by the people of all sections
the union and the government shall
be secure. Parties may rise and fall.
The administration may pass from

laalltles of Dictator Hare Deca De
vrlopra by the otreaaoaa

Presides I.

There is a manifest disposition
among the republicans at the national
capital to rebel against the leader-
ship of Mr. Roosevelt, who, under our
political system, is leader of
the party to which he is indebted for
his election.

In the matter of Cuban reciprocity,
as to which he was especially em-
phatic and peremptory, his party in
the house accepted his leadership only
with the greatest reluctance, and
then with such reservations as to make
it little better than no leadership at
all, says the Chicago Chronicle.

In the senate, where the republicans
are in a great hurry to get home be-

fore more exposures of the necessary
effects of the imperial policy make
their party prospects more dismal, it
appears to be the case that in select ing
the measures which must be put
through in order to save the credit of
the party ihe Cuba bill has been left
ont.

This is the more significant, because
the strenuous leader in the white
house has proclaimed his purpose to
reconvene congress immediately in ex-

tra session in case it shall be so con-
tumacious as to adjourn without a sat-
isfactory Cuban bill.

Whatever the sentiment may be as
to the merits of Cuban reciprocity and
as to the duty of the United States in
the matter, and whatever may be the
influence of the beet sugar trust, it is
evident enough that there is a prevail- -

Hindering the Launching Exercises?

ing disposition among the republic-
ans of both houses to let the presi-
dent know that they are not disposed
to take orders from him as to legisla-
tive policy.

No doubt he is a less bigoted protec-
tionist than the most of them, and
they may be actuated largely by a de-

sire to punish him for his more liberal
leanings.

But there is reason to believe they
are actuated in a ninth greater de-

gree by resentment aroused by his mil-
itary style of laying his commands on
the legislative branch of the govern-
ment and his threats of punishment in
case of disobedience of orders.

Mr. Roosevelt has developed the
qualities of a military dictator rather
than those of a political leader under
a republican government, and a pretty
strong expression of resentment is Hi)
more than natural, and is likely to pro-
duce a rather wholesome effect.

PRESS COMMENTS.

The Hanna presidential boom
may be handled now without any dan-
ger of explosion Chicago Tribune
(Rep.).

However, there is a good-size- d

chunk of President Roosevelt's party
that it is a distinct honortohave alien-
ated. Detroit Free Press.

Republican papers are busily an-

nouncing that the ship subsidy bill is
dead. The people will not be deceived
by that trick. It has been laid over
unt il after the congressional elections,
nnd that is all. Indianapolis Senti-
nel.

Republicans are trying to keep
in the middle of the road. But they
will find it hard to keep straight and
strong in the middle west, where good
republicans are openly declaring that
the tariff is responsible for the trusts.

N. Y. Weekly.
The conduct of the war in the

Philippines will be a decisive factor in
the campaign of 1904, unless in the
meantime its inhumanity is disproved,
or those accountable for any atrocities
have been summarily dealt with. Chi-
cago "Record-Heral- d (Rep.).

There is something touching in
the spectacle of Mr. Hanna roosting
on the white house steps in the chill
gray of the morning awiting an oppor-
tunity to importune the president in
behalf of Rathbone, the convicted loot-
er of the Cuban postal system. Times
change. Mr. Hanna once commanded.

Chicago Chronicle.
Freer trade is renlly the cry.

And thnt must come. The case was
put so clearly nnd convincingly by
Mr. McKinley at Buffalo thnt the
longer the country ponders the sub-
ject the stronger the demand is for
such changes in the tariff schedules
ns will bring them in accord with
the times. "The period of exclusivc-nes- s

is paRt." Free trade, properly
is neither possible nor de-

sirable, but freer trade is now one
of the most pressing necessities of
our national well-bein- g. Washington
Star (Rep.).

The beef trust and the dairy
trust could not keep the retail prices
of meat and butter at their present
extortionate height if It were not for
the fencing in of the home market
for them by the import dutie,. So
that in fact the daily food of the
American people is taxed much more
heavily than that of the British. The
chief difference Is that the British
food taxes will yield revenue that is
needed to the governmont; our food
taxes yield next to nothing to the
government , and simply bleed " the
people to fatten the trust--S- t.
Louis

Br ELI D. AKE.

IEONTON, MISSOURI.

COOKING RHUBARB.

Varioaa Wars la Which It Mar Ba
Taraed Into Tnmir Blab.

tor Dessert.

Rhubarb is very holesome and pop-
ular in the spring, but beyond its use
in pies, puddings and sauces, most
housewives do not know how to pre-
pare it. The part of the plant best
adapted to culinary purposes is the
footstalk of the leaf, which, unles
quite young, is carefully peeled and
cut into small pieces. Originally the
leaves of the plant were boiled as a pot-
herb, says the WashingtonStar.

Little tartlets of rhubarb are made
with puff paste. The rhubarb, stewed,
sweetened and flavored, is mixed with
an equal weight of beaten egg. Then
a spoonful is set on a piece of paste,
and when the crust is donethe rhubarb
tart is finished.

Or for a change the rhubarb may be
half cream in place of egg, or, again, a
custard may be formed with egg and
milk added in half weight to the
stewed rhubarb.

Half stewed rhubarb and half cream
is the formula for rheubarb cake. A
plate is lined with good pastry, the
mixture is spread thickly over this,
another crust is laid over the top and
the whole baked.

Cream is almost as much an essential
in good rhubarb cookery as gelatin.
In the case of the pie or pudding men-
tioned above the addition of cream
when served at table is a necessity if
the best enjoyment of the dish is to be
gained. A little gelatin added to the
jnice before it is put into pie, pudding
or tart will always improve it.

Still another dainty dish 'may be
made for the nursery tea by means of
rhubarb and gelatin. The stalks are
stewed and the juice withdrawn,
flavored and sweetened. No coloring
is necessary, as the aim is to have
rhubarb snow or rhubarb sponge,
whichever the children elect to call it.
The juice is mixed with gelatin in the
degree right to make the jelly rather
more than half an ounce to a pint.
Then for a pint the whites of two eggs
are beaten up into froth. A pinch of
powdered sugar or a pinch of salt will
aid the egg white to whisk up. When
the snowy egg froth is ready the jelly
ought to be getting thick for setting.
In any case it should be cold. The
"snow" is then whisked into the cool-
ing jelly and the whole beaten together
for some time. The sponge is a beau-
tiful dish, wholesome, dainty, very at-

tractive either for ordinary tea or
party table.

WHY THE COWBOYS LET GO.

The OniiK Pound a Woman with
Spectacles on InHtalled oa Town

Marshall, and Felt Ilnrt.

"I was one of the founders of Grays-ville- ,

Col., said an who
had been out of the business long
enough to have the horns rubbed off
him, relates the Detroit Free Press.
"In fact, the hamlet, was built on my
own land and for the convenience of
three or four of my ranchmen. When
the town officers were named I had a
funny streak on, and I put up the name
of a woman to be city marshnl. She
was accepted and she did nothesitate
to take the place. I had about 25
cowboys on my ranch, and one Satur-
day afternoon the whole gang started
off for the new town. None of them
had heard of the female officer, and
were calculating on scaring the mar-
shal half to death and then locking
him up. My crowd came straggling
back some hours before I had looked
for them, deep disgust written on every
face.

" 'Well, boys, how do you like the
new town?' I asked.

"They simply shook their heads in
reply.

" Anybody get hurt in the fun?'
" 'Didn't hear of anybody,' muttered

one.
"'Yon don't seem to have had much

of a time. You, there, Joe, what was
wrong?'

" 'Wrong? Wrong?' he indignantly
repeated. 'This gang went up to Grays-cill- e

to skeer a man with a gun.'
"'Well?'
" 'And this gang found a woman

' tvith a pair of spectacles on.'
"'Well?'
" 'And this gang was so hurt In it s

feelins that it never took even a drink
f whisky before it started back!'
" 'Well, I'm sorry,' 1 said.
"'Yes, sir, and yon named the wo

man for the place, and durn our hides
if we don't settle up and get our mon-
ey and be 40 miles away by sunrise!'

"Out of my gang," said the colonel,
"18 left that night, and more than 40
men in all left the ranches. Before we
could get new men to replace them
we had to pay that woman $250 to re-
sign and let m man take her place. I
continued to recognize rights, but we
had no more female officials running
the public affairs of Graysville."

Sweet Berry Shortcake,
Cream together one Sup of sugar

and a large tablespoonful of butter.
Beat three, eggs until light and stir
Into the butter and sugar. Mix two
teaspoonfuls of baking powder with
two cups of sifted flour and sift
'twice again, then stir in with the
other materials. Butter three deep
layer cake tins, place the dongh in
these, and bake in a quick oven for
20 minutes. When done cover each
layer with a soft boiled white icing,
and whole sugared berries placed

Serve hot or cold, without
M'eam. Washington Star.

Pocketliooka,
. One quart sponge, set aside until

bout ten a. m., then add one egg well
beaten, two tablespoons sugar, one of
melted lard, a Jittle salt; set away
until three or four o'clock, then roll
one-ha- lf inch thick. Spread with butr
ter ,cut in strips 2 inches wide and
four long, lap ends over, let them rise
until very light in the pans. Bako
quickly. Good Housekeeping.

Everything In Its Place.
Dinwiddle Where shall I find the

spring underclothes?
Department Store Floor-Walk-

Two aisles to the left, right next to
the cough-cur- e and patent-medlci-

counter. Judge.

OW sadly the dirges

VC I O'er hills that are
TT. I dotted Kith craven.mm.7 1 And muffled the

v,' drums that ar
ft.t.- telling

A Nation Is mourn
ing Its braves.

For tome neath the palmetto sleeping.
For come 'neath the pine and the yew;

A truce through the years they are keeping,
Our boys of the Gray and the Blue.

And some under palm trees are lying.
From native land gone evermore;

The waves of old ocean are sighing,
And breaking In toam on that shore

Where shoulder to shoulder as brothers
They died to humanity true.

For Cuba's talr children and mothers.
Our boys of the Gray and the Blue.

O! Northland and Southland united.
To-d- with our flag at half-mas- t,

The wrongs of a nation arc righted,
One hope and one purpose at last;

For these are our comrades who slumber
'Neath blossoms the sweetest of May,

And lo, In their ranks do we number.
Our boyB of the Blue and the Gray.
Ruth Raymond, in Good Housekeeping,
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H, TOM, I do hope
father won't go to
law with old Maj.

Loudon! It's bad enough as it is, but
that will make it ever so much worse.
I met Kate in the post office yesterday,
and she pretended not to see me."

Tom Hartwood rapped the iron from
the plane he was usirfg, and began to
whet it on the oilstone.

"I'm with you, Dorothy," he said,
"but what are you going to do about it ?

Father has settled it in his mind that
the major is wrong, and he's going to
law about it down here in Alabama,
just the same as he would back in
Xew Hampshire. He isn't bitter about,
it, and he can't see why the major
should be."

The bright-haire- d yomig girl sitting
on the end of the workbench nodded
her head emphatically.

"I know," she said. "But the major
is bitter; he'd be untrue to all his tra-
ditionsif he wasn't. Going to law with
anybody down here is just like a dec
laration of war. The neighbors take it
up on both sides, and there's no end of
trouble. Just look at the Peterses and
the Reeds! They're ready to fly at each
other like cats and dogs all the time.

Tom laughed.
"If it comes to that it will be pretty

one-side- d with us," he said. "The
Loudens used to own the whole valley
before the war, and they set the pace
for nearly everybody in it now. And
as between the d old major
and a der.pised Yankee farmer, who
persists in plowing deeper than his
neighbors, and making money when
everybody else is losing it "

"Now, Tom, you know that isn't fair.
We couldn't have been treated better
anywhere than we were two years ago,
when we came here with mother sick,
and father discouraged, and every-
thing so dreadfully dreary and and
tacky. Everybody was just as kind and
thoughtful as could be. They never
asked where we came from, and they
didn't seem to care."

Tom's plane was curling long shav-
ings from the edge of the board, and
he laughed again. He was a d

young fellow, with a reso-
lute jaw and unafraid eyes, and laugh-
ing came easy to him.

"It costs a pet prejudice or two, but
you're right, little sister. There is no
north nor south any more. But that
doesn't help us out of our tangle with
the major."

"No; and it's such a little thing a
foot and a half of land on one side of
an old field!"

"A foot and eight inches," Tom cor-
rected. "But it's the principle of the
thing with father. He believes he is
right, and he is going to insist on that
foot and eight inches, if it costs us
every friend we have in the valley.

Dorothy's gaze went adrift out of
the workshop window, wanderingaim-lessl- y

until it alighted upon the bent
figure of a man digging in a distant
field.

"The dear old pater!" she said, soft-
ly. "He is so just and upright that he
has quite forgotten Bow to be gener-
ous. If this dispute grows into a
neighborhood quarrel, it will break
mother's heart."

"That's so," said Tom; but he had
no helpful suggestion to offer.

The young girl slipped down from
her perch on the bench and went into
the sweet May sunshine. She was a
born peacemaker, and the threatened
trouble made her heart ache. There
were two young people at the great
house on the knoll the major's grand-
children and everything had been so
pleasant and happy until the boundary
dispute had halved the apple of dis-
cord between the two families.

And now she knew that Kate Loudon
and her brother would have to be
loyal to their grandfather; and there
would be no more quartette picnics
to the "Pocket," nor carryall drives to
Nick-a-Jac- k cave, nor Sunday evening
hymn-singin- around the.

grand piano in the Louden drawing--

room. And her mother would have
to be told; and the neighbors would
take Bides against them, as Tom said ;

and the whole affair was altogether too
miserable even to contemplate.

Her gaze went afield again, and
sought and found the stooping figure
in the distance. She thought it was
her father, and went around through
the orchard and out into the lane,
meaning to take him unawares, and to
try once more ta dissuade'him from
his purpose. She aame out opposite
the bent figure in a thicket of old-fiel- d

pines, and gave a little start of sur-
prise when she discovered that the
delver in her father's field was Maj.
Loudon's grizzled old house-servan- t.

"Why, Uncle Pete!" Bhe said; "what
are you doinghere?"

"Va whut ol' Marse Loudon
sent me ter do, Miss Dor'thy; and l's

eve"y minute dat dishyer
spade brek off short up to de han'le,"
said the old negro.

Then Dorothy looked over the fence
and saw a row of freshly dug post- -

THE INSCRIPTION.

last for the grave of the cap-

tain. When she rose her eyes
were brimming again, and she saw but
indistinctly the martial figure of the
old major, standing in an attitude of
reverence, with bowed head, the tips
of his huge white mustache twitching
curiously, and he seemed to be strug-
gling for speech, and without know-
ing why, her heart went out to him.

"My dear young lady," he began, but
something choked him and he had to
try again. "Do you know who these
men were? They were rebels; they
died fighting for the 'Lost Cause.' "

"I know" she said, simply; "but they
thought it was right; and they were
brave men. And and y is
Memorial day."

'The tips of the fierce white mustache
twitched again, and the ma jor took off
his broad-brimme- d hat with the most
stately courtesy.

"Tell me, Miss Dorothy; did you
come here to " he could not finish,
and she answered the unspoken ques-
tion.

"Not purposely," she said. "I had
been gathering wild flowers, and I
came here quite by accident. I didn't
know there was any one buried here."

The major cleared his throat and
came around to stand beside her.

"WTe buried them just where they
fell; it seemed most proper and fit-

ting. They were on t he picket line, and
the order to fall back never reached
them."

"Did you did you know any of
them?" she faltered.

The erect figure of the old soldier
unbent at the question, and the major
choked again.

"They were all old neighbors of
mine," he repoined ; "and this boy this
Capt. Robert Percy Gordon was my
sister's son and my name-child.- "

She 'started back at the word, nnd
the miserable boundary wrangle came
to its own again.

"Then this is your land! these are
your please forgive me, Maj. Loudon;
I didn't know!"

The stately old man put on his hat
with a bow that Lord Chesterfield
might have envied. "It's getting right
late, Miss Dorothy. AVill you permit
me to see you safe to your father's
house?"

He tucked her arm under his own,
and they went, not by the road, but up
through the orchard and past the
great house. At the side door which
opened out of the library the major
excused himself, and when he came out

Does the Big Man Know That He Is

ocean competition. Every new ocean-
going ship launched on the Atlantic
seaboard would receive its subsidy as
soon as built and be absorbed in the
combination at the expense of the
American people. Without whipping
the devil around the stump, the sub-
sidy might as well be given to the rail-
road trunk lines at once.

The senate is by no means so quick
to respond to public sentiment as the
house, whose members must confront
(heir constituencies every two years.
But no less than seven republican sen-
ators opposed the subsidy bill, al-

though it was recommended by suc-
cessive republican national conven-
tions and pushed by Chairman Hanna
as a party measure entitled to the
loyal support of all republicans. In
vain Senator Frye and Senator Depew
pleaded with unction that republican
principles demanded the protection of
all American industries, whether by
duties or by subsidies, nnd that the
American shipping industry should not
be excluded from this protection. The
party whip could not lash the repub
lican senators of Wisconsin, Town and
Xew Hampshire into support of a

scheme that is daily becoming by force
of events more repulsive to the peo
pie.

In the house opposition to subsidy
has been growing among the repub
licans since the beginning of the ses
sion, while the democrats nre unani
mously against the scheme. This
change among the republicans is due,
not so much to a wholesome senti-
ment against such legislative favor
itism as to a lively sense of the po
liticnl consequences of forcing this
subsidy job upon a reluctant country.
The prospect of the republican control
of the next house is precarious enough,
nnd it is feared, with just reason, that
subsidy is too heavy a burden to be
borne. Hence the subsidy bill will
not be passed in this session of con-

gress, and in the march of events the
pleas in its favor will be still weaker
before the next session. But the coun
try will not readily forget that the
republican lenders have done their ut-

most in behalf of a dangerous scheme
to throw millions of public money into
the lap of great steamship companies,
under the pretense of serving the
American merchant mnrine in face
of all the evidence of the useless ex
travagance of the policy.

The apparent effort to quiet the
Philippine (yutrnge question leads to
a singular logicnl contradiction. A-

lthough Gen. Smith has been acquitted
by the court-marti- which, with the
antecedent avowals of his counsel,
can only mean that his order is justi-
fied Gen. Chaffee has ordered the
stoppage of the water-curin- g nnd has
rescinded the order of concentration
camps in Laguna and Batangns prov-
inces. If it be true a argued that water--

curing and killing are absolutely
essential to the process of benevolent
assimilation, then the order to stop
such things must be wrong. If the or-

der is right, then the finding of the
court-marti- must be a defiance. X.
Y. World.

James H.Eckels thinks the demo-
crats can win on the tariff issue.
There may be somt question as to
their winning, but tariff reform is
becoming a very attractive idea and
the democrats have a right to make
it their paramount issue, as it has
been a part of their creed for some
time. Minneapolis- Times.

Senator Banna is standing by
Rathbone end will do all he can to have
the conviction set aside. Rathbone
might talk if he were not taken care
of, and Hanna is no fool. Buffalo
Times.

SHE KNELT TO READ

which was to turn them out of house
and home! Dorothy's breath came
thick at the thought, but she was a
brave girl, and she hastened home to
do what she might before it should be
to late.

She found her father in the stable
putting the harness on one of the
horses. There was stern determination
written in every line of thefine old face.

"Where are you going, father?" she
asked.

"To town, to swear out a warrant
against Loudon foi trespass," was the
curt reply. "He has sent nis man over
to move that line fence."

"Oh, father, I wish you wouldn't!
And on Memorial day, too! Surely we
can afford to be generous on this day
of all others."

"It isn't n question of generosity;
I'd give him the land willingly if he
needed it, but I won't let him take it
when it doesn't belong to him."

"But, father, just think how kind
they've nil been to us since we came
here, strangers in a strange land. Have
you forgotten how Kate used to come
over and sit up night after night with
mother in that awful time two years
ago? And how the major used to come
twice a day to ask if there wasn't
something he could do for us?"

The hard lines in her father's face
melted ever so little, but he went on
harnessing the horse. .

"No, I haven't forgotten; and I'd do
as much for him and his this minute.
I'm not angry, child, but it's a matter
of principle. In justice to you and
Tom, and to your mother, I am bound
to defend my legal rights."

"Please don't go father.
Won't you wait just a little while? As
it stands now the major is the ag
gressor, and I'm sure he'll be sorry if
you'll only give him a little time to
think about it."

For a moment she thought she had
won. He paused with the bridle on his
arm, grasping the horse's forelock.
Then he shook his head knd slipped the
bridle Into place.

"It's no use, Dorothy, girl. It's got
to come, sooner or later, and I'd
rather have it done and over with."

She let him go at that, but when he
climbed to his seat in the sulky she
gave him a parting word.

"Bemember the day, father we
used to call it our 'forgiving day nt
home. Think of the good things the
major has done for us, and try to for-
give him."

When he was gone she did not know
what to do with herself. With the
burden of the dreadful secret weighing
upon her the secret which she had not
shared with her father for fear she
should tempt him to forbear from un-
worthy motives she dared not face
her mother; and Tom's cheery whistle
warned her off from the workshop.

She went to the gate and watched her
father driving down the winding road.
He was letting the horse walk, and as
long as she could see him she fancied
that his determination was wavering.
When the sulky disappeared over the
final hill she opened the gate and
walked aimlessly, in the opposite di-
rection.

Her walk was a long one, and it led
her far up the slopes ofthe great
mountain which walls in the sheltered
valley on the west. Near the cliff line

one faction to another. Mere political
revolutions may be without number.
But the foundations of the union,
the constitution and the government
will be secure from every assault. The
people nre the last defense and bul-
wark of the union. As long as they
commemorate the days on which it
was established and the day which
celebrates its preservation it shall not
fall. Chicago Chronicle.

May's ever fragrant bloom,

her blossoms for the brave.
r. C HtfBAVdH, It OUt AvtMft

. S long as flows i river through the land of rose and pine,
f A reunited Nation, with a love that is divine,

Will come each year with chaplets to the camps where softly rest
Columbia's young and gallant touls, her tenderest and best ;

And on each, hero breast shall He

And wreaths of evergreen shall crown the soldier's cherished tomb;
Aye, from the Northland's rugged heart to Southland's tepid wave
Fair May will yield with sweet delight


